* Wherce'er I go, I nothing fear, E. 


key. 


YOUNG Jockey is the blytheſt lad 
That ever maiden woo'd; 

When he appears, my heart is glad, 
For he is kind and good: 

He talks of love where'er we meet, 
His words in rapture flow; | 

Then tunes his pipe, and ſings ſo ſweet, 
I have no power to go. | 


All other Jaſſes he forſakes, 

And flies to me alone; 

At every fair, and all our walks, 
To me he makes his moan: 

He buys me toys, and ſweetmeats too, 
And ribbons for my hair; 

No ſwain was ever half ſo good, 
Nor half ſo kind and fair. 


If Jockey is but by; 
For I alone am all his care, 
Whenever danger's nigh : 
He vows to wed ext Whitſun day, 
And make nebleſt for life; 
Can I refuſe (ye midens, ſay) 


To be young Jockeys wife ? 
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